
S

v

I

?-
-

r
ft

SSateSSS msm
WWI

'6. THE NEWS-flERAL- Pj HjLLSBORO. THURSDAY, MARCH "9, 1905,

THE MINORITY
By FREDERICK TREVOR. HILL
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"1 nnnrnrlnln wlmr vnu linvn hrn
good enough to say. Mr, Hnrlnn." he
remarked nfter n pause, "and I think I
should make It perfectly plnln to you
why I would not go Into this thing
even It 1 thought It a good business
venture. The ery first evening we
met, you mny remember Mason nnd
the others Joking about my being n
crank on work-peopl- e. Well, I'm a
crnuk still. I think I take more In-

terest In mv woihmen than I do In the
factory, althouch, of course, the two

are so closely allied It fa only when
one stops to think that he enn locate
tho center of his Interest. These men
are something more to me than mil-mat-

wheels. I am something mow
to them thnn tbolr employer. I have
a small village of them on tho Hud-
son, and for some years I have con-
ducted the business largely for thm
although It has resulted In my own
profit too. Tbnt Is at the bottom of
my rejection of tiny "reposition of the
syndicate, Mr. Hail.in."

Tho two men xirc'd downstairs to-

gether, but It was not until they wein
about to part that Mr. Harlan spoke
again.

"There's one thine more I ought to
say." he began. "You may think It
strange that knowing what I do. I
should have accepted your Invitation
to Inspect your factory. I did so be-

cause I rould not well refuse at the
time, and thought something might
turn up to precnt, as it did. But I
want you to know I never Intended to
make the lslt. You understand, do
you not?"

Krnnard shook bis host's hand re-

assuringly.
"CcTtalnlv," he answered heartily

"I appreciate your scruples, but they
were unnecessary. Quito unnecessary.
I renew the Invitation. Come any day
you like. We'll take you from cellar
to roof, and I promise wo won't do It
by blowing you up."

CHAPTER IX.

Opposition had no terrors for Mr.
Harlan. He expected It. He under-
stood his business, and his business
was to overcome it. Delays did not an-
noy him, difficulties did not discouinge
him, complications only gave him new
zest for hi6 task. He had neor found
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"YOU DON'T SEHM QLAD TO SEU
ME."

anything worth doing which could bo
accomplished easily. Ho had often seen
his most careful plans miscarry, but
never without learning tho reason, and
with him the dlscoery of an error re-
vealed the remedy. His success was
built upon that solid concrete of mis-
takes, surprises, aud corrections which
we call experience.

It was with no novel sensations, then,
that Mr. Harlan returned to bis hou&e,
and seating himself In tho easy-cha- ir

of his library proceeded to work out
the secret of hio failure with John Ken-nar- d,

for at the outset he admitted he
had failed completely. There was no
necessity for deceiving himself. Ho
and his easy-cha- ir had solved many
another puzzle, remedied many another
mistake. It wns ten o'clock still
early In tho evening for Joshua Har-
lan. He rang the bell, ordered the
butler to bring whisky nnd soda, and
then dismissed him for tho night.

Mr. Harlan filled a long glass with
whisky and soda and began working
at tho problem.

Who and what was this Kennard,
anyway? A man who had found his
business prepared and ready for his
hand, who had never had to work his
way up or experience set-ba- and
failure. It had all been such plain sail-
ing that he had had leisure to theorize
and Indulge his theories, coddling his
workmen nnd playing with economic
nostrums until tho sentimentalist in
him was satisfied and his

complete. Let him experience
one year of real competition with no
nonsense about It, and tho suporlor
smile would be on the other side of
his mouth. Perhaps Trundell could be
made to see this yet, and, if bo, tho
amateur economist might have bis pet
theories tested nnd his
systems disarranged In a way he little
dreamed of. He had been Inclined to
work with rather than against young
Kennard, but If that individual
thought tho man who engineered the
Milling Companies' deal "ridiculous,"
It was plain tboy were an
couple. If

Mr, Harlan started as he heard the
door-bo- ll ring, and realized as be rose
to answer the summons for the first
time In maay years he bad worked
himself Into quite a temper.

The butler had not yet retired, and
when bis master reached the hall the
man banded him a card with the name
Peter McMaanls printed in flourished
script.

"Show him in and then go to bed,
Perkins. I'll close up."

Mr. Harlan threw himself into his
chair wltb a muttered oath, lit a cigar
and picked up the evening paper. He
was still reading when his visitor was
ushered In, and a curt nod was all the
greeting be vouchasfed.

But McMannis seemed unabashed by
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the lack of Welcome. Ho nodded in re
turn, and whllo the servant moved
about the room arranging tho cigars
nnd glnsses, ho stood with his back to
the flic stroking his black mustache
which had acquired an oily look nnd
a drooping curl at either end. His
hair, which was plastered In little
scnllops over his forehead and deeply
parted from the back of his head, bore
evidence of tiic cheap barbers manip-
ulation. The whole appearance of tho
man had undergone a transformation
since his last visit. Eory weak line
in his face showed plainly and his
rough, conrso features had been tem-pei- cd

until his whole personality
fairly recked with brutal vulgarity.

"Well, Josh," he began affably, as
the butler closed the door. "You don't
seem glad to sec me."

"Didn't I tell you not to call hero
again!"

The answer camo from behind Mr.
Hatlm's newspaper.

'So you did. Uut what's the dlf?
I don't come nt rccoptlon hours or ask
to meet your daughter, do I?"

Mr. Harlan slapped his paper to-

gether and smashed it down upon the
table.

"You must bo drunk!" he muttered.
McMnnnls laughed.
"Dammed if I don't think I nin." he

retailed, "but you're the winner by It
this time."

He stepped toward his host as he
spoke and tossed n roll of bills upon
the tabic.

"What's that?"
"Tho GO plunks I owe you. Don't

filnt, pld man. They'ic the gcnulno
green."

"Then vnu trot " I

'Tlccted? Sure, Mike. I don't
rromiso to pay you all I owe you. I

don't even know what It Js, but I said
I'd glvo up this, nnd, hell it was
worth It to see you Jump!"

'

McMannis helped himself to n cigar,
bit tho end off, and spat it out In a
sputter of laughter. 'i

Mr. Harlan glanced suspiciously at
the man, slowly gathered up the bills,
and stuffed them Into his pocket with-
out a word.

Then ho leaned forwaid, relit his
cigar over the lamp, and sat staring
at his visitor.

"You got a good Job?"
Tho words were a statement rather

than an inquiry.
"Yes, better than I expected, and

wo might have a drink on It," he
added, eyeing the bottles with a grin.

"What is it?"
"Whisky, of course."
Mr. Harlan's face relaxed for an In-

stant, but became rigid again as be
pushed the bottles forward.

"I mant what Job did you get. I
thought you'd quit drinking."

"So I have, but this in an occa-
sion. If we wait till you get another
ilvidend it'll be a long time botweon
drinks. Wish you may live till then.
Tosh."

He poured out a generous portion of
raw liquor, smelt it, nodded over tho
class, and tossed It off with a pe-

culiar Jerk of his neck, following It
up with a swallow of water.

"That's my third y honest
count nnd polls closed ho
ouchsafed, as he wiped his mouth I

on tho back of his hand and picked up
his half-chew- cigar. '

Mr. Harlan lifted a paper-knif- e from
the table, tried its edge absent-min- d

edly, and then sat silent, bending tho
blade back and forth between his
fingers. McMannis watched him with
a broad grin on his shiny face, but
spoke no word.

"What Is your Job?"
The question was sullen and disdain-

ful.
"A snap a soft snap. Chief of tho

walking delegates you might call It,
though It's known as assistant high
workman. Say, but that's good liquor,
Josh! Funny such a good hand at
buying it don't huve no real tasto for
it. And since jou press me so cor-

dial, Josh, I guess I'll take one more
tcaspocnful."

Ho poured out another deep drink,
and gulped It down with a "hero's
how!" and a shuddering exhalation of
breath like n man in a bitter-col- d

wind. Then he rubbed his hands to-

gether, struck a match on bis trotisor
leg, started to relight his cigar, but
burst out laughing as ho noted Har-
lan's bored and contemptuous glance.

"Say, what's tho matter with you,
Josh!" be exclaimed. "You'ro as huffy
as hell, and look as glum as Dolan's
goat when sho swnllercd the tin-ca- n

crossways. Tako a drink. Have one
on me, and stop chewing tho rag for
fivo minutes anyhow, Gosh, but you
do look silly!"

McMannis broke into another spasm
of merriment, quieted down, wiped his
eyes, and then glancing at Mr. Har-
lan's solemn, unmoved countenance,
burst forth again into peal upon peal
of laughter, until the tears ran down
his face and he had to seat himself
for very weakness.

"What Is the er the chief of walk-In- g

delegates expected to do?"
The question was asked contemptu-

ously and with weary indifference, but
McMannJs In his social mood welcomed
it eagerly.

"What does he do?" he responded,
Jocularly. "What won't, he do when
I'm It? That's the question to ask,
Josh Harlan. I've been waiting for
a chance like this for years, and now
I've got it, I'll work it you bet. Bay,
do you know how many men's how
many men there are in our associa-
tion?"

Mr. Harlan shook his bead.
"Well, I'll (ell you." McMannis drew

bis chair closer to bis bost and leaned
(forward confidentially, pouring out an
other drink or whisky as be talked.
"Thersh there's more than 26,000 in
It, aad not store than .tea or a dozen
ahead of me. Now d' ye see where
I'm at? Maybe you think the organ-
isation won't take cars of ma nowT
Maybe I won't control a buncb of votes
worth bavhtf, aad .maybe I dem't Know

i
tb Market value of ', rieltner.
They thought they'd stall me at Phil-
adelphia for up the state but not
much! New York city's my mound,
and I'm here to stay."

Ho paused to swallow another
drink, nnd then proceeded In an uglier
tone, his language coarsening as his
tongue loosened.

"Yes, and I'm goln' to mnko some
of theso companies set up and count, 4

you bet. Oh, I sco you staring at me,
i hut your old milling company Is nil
right. That's what comes of having a I

friend nt court, Josh, for I bet you'ro
as rotten ns punk. Hut say, to sco you
slttln' over there," McMnnnls straight-
ened himself nnd mimicked his host's
manner with a drunken leer, "ono
would never think you could touch
anything tougher thr.n a cushion.
Dm I know )ou, you old wood-face- d

mut you're as sly aa they make 'em
nnd are doln' two tricks a day, I bet.
I wish I knew n few of them. Damned .

If 1 wouldn't come and nay up so's I I

could give you away and see I "One of horrid outsiders. I !"

, fess it!"
McMannis reused to at this "That's hardly fair, Miss Harlan."

picture, pointing at and . "I am discovered!"
'rocking himself to and fro In nn ec -

stacy of mlrlh, which ended in a
knuckling of his eyes nnd n long blast t

4 ... II t.l Ion nis iinuuitcrcnici.
"Well, well," ho panted at last,

"you've stood by me sonic, Josh, whllo
others havo dona nu- - dirt, nnd 1 don't
guess I'll forgot anybody. I've been
walked on enough to see there's noth-i- n'

In playin carpet, and now I'm goln'
to try a few stops myself.
say, but I've been trod on so long, It
serins kinder natural to He down when
nnybody gets in my way. Just be- - I

fore I went to Philadelphia I was act-
ing delegate in the dis-

trict, and cot orders to look up a fel
low who keeps ono of those model fac-

tories on the river. It was way off
down the Hudson, so I telephoned him
I was coming, but never no an-

swer, and when 1 got there the guy
wouldn't sec me nnd I actually
vamoosed. Say, but you oughter heard
tho way tho fellows horsed mo about
that! The idea of a delegate lettln'
himself be turned down cot them.
But that comes of gettin' used to beta
pavement. Next time I call, my blrd'll
boo me all right, all right. And 1 call
soon! I won't do a thing but roast
him, you bet! Kennard's Tils name

'ever heard of him? Say, did I tell vou
what I was workln' to get from the
organization?" ho rattled on. "Well,

'I'm layin' to have a friend of mlu
ippolnted factory Inspector, and if I
do, tho rake-of-f won't be a thing to
what I can pick up on tho side. Those
fellows has the power to file papers
against the companies, make 'cm
como near building their buildings over
again in complyin' with the law. It'd
work In great with tho delegate busi-
ness. Nov,-- ,

V instance, supposo youse
supposo you had a factory y,

are you listening, you frozen-face- d

goat?"
Yes, Mr. Harlan was listening.

CHAPTER X.

To the cynical eye the crowd in the
Grand Central station is apt to typify
the monotony of life and suggest its
littleness. It Is always tho same.
Mingle with it to-d- and return an
hour, a day, a month, a year, ten years
later, and you will find the same peo-

ple surrounding and Jostling you.
Some face you may look for In vain,
somo volte may fall to greet you '

that often happens in crowds but are
they lost or arc you?

Kennard hurried across tho muddy
floor, dodged through the nearest exit,
raced to the barrier, and reached it
Just as the iron gato rolled to and bit
its lock with n vicious snap.

"Next local 5:01 on track 2!" chant-
ed the official, mechanically.

The panting passenger dropped his
heavy bag with a groan and looked at
his watch

There was half an hour to wait, so
he sauntered back to the telegraph of-

fice and sent a messago to Mrs. Par-
sons at Mamnroncck, saying ho had
missed his train. It should have been
punctually late, as usual, but some-
thing had "crisscrossed his luck" that
day, ho admitted to himself, as he
shoved his bag under one of the long
benches and settled down to sit it out.

By the time his train started Ken-nnr- d

had almost recovered his droop-
ing spirits, and when tho lights of
the Mamaroneck station twinkled
through the haze, not even the damp
fog and chilly atmosphere served to
depress him.

Mrs. Parsons' carrlago was not to bo
seen In tho cluster of vehicles near
the platform, and Kennard picked hl3
way among tho traps and teams, peer-
ing closely at tho half-hidd- drivers.
But ono by one they drove off, and
when Kennard reached tho station
again, all tho cabs had also disap-
peared, and ho faced tho prospect of
walking to his destination, lugging a
heavy bag. Resigning, hlmsolf to this
fate, ho stnrtcd down the road, In the
wnke of a low dog-car- t disappearing
slowly Into the fog. Hoping against
hope, he quickened his pnee in pur-
suit, and was sdon rewarded by recog-
nizing Carroll Parsons' astrakhan cgat
and furs. With a cheorful hnlloo ho
ran up behind tho cart, tossed in his
bag, and swung himself Into the seat
beside tho girl.

"Well, met, Carroll!" he exclaimed.
"If you vJere trying to abandon me, I
had a narrow escape,"

He grasped girl's . disengaged
hand In both of his and shook It
warmly,

Sho laughed, pleasautly in answer as
the pony started forward at a brisk
pace, striking sparks from the flinty
road.

"Well, how are you?" ho continued.
"I'm terribly glad to see you. You
don't know how glad. I've been in

worst possible temper all day, and
Jf It hadn't been for the thought of
coming here I believe I'd have
assassinated half a dozen people. As
It is, there are probably more than
that number who'd like to assassinate
me. It was mighty friendly of you to
meet me a night like this," ho ran on,
"especially after I'd missed my train,
At first I thought you hadn't come, and
I was storting to walk wbon I saw you.
Hope you haven't left a house full of
company, I'm .afraid jyou have. But
do tell me you baven't got a horrid
lot of outsiders."

"Really, I don't think I'm In a posi-
tion to say."

Kennard peered sharply at his com-
panion.

"I beg pardon," he began awkward-
ly, "but I fear I must have that there
must be n mistake. You arc not"

"I have been trying to tell you so
ever since we started. Now I feel like
a criminal. I shall never be ablo to
convey to Miss Parsons tho warmth
of your greeting!"

Tho merry laugh which had first an-

swered him broke forth again.
"I hopo you will pardon me," he be-

gan once more. "I thought this wns
Mrs. Parsons' cart and "'

"It Is."
"And you are "
"Unintentionally disguised In Miss

Parsons' coat und furs, which she'll
never forgive mo for wearing In
weather like this, even If sho eorf-don- es

the theft of your greeting.
Hereafter I shall change the proverb,
'We arc known by our friends,' to 'Our
clothes nro known by our friends.'"

you the

laugh
.Mr. Harlan

got

and

the

the

"I know you now. You 'are "

"I hadn't the slightest Idea you were
to be here, but If 1 had known It, that
coat and those furs would havo In
vltcd the same mistake. Now, honest- -

ly, do you blame mo?"
"Not nt all. It Is Carroll you must

make your peace with. Mrs. Parsons

I p'--v
SHAKING linn FINGKIt AT iT AND

MOVING. HER LIPS IN D1SAI'-PROVA- L.

and she went to Ryo for other guests,
and as the coachman wont too, I wns
assigned to meet, you. At the last mo-

ment I couldn't find my own capo, so
picked up these and"

"Thus misled me a second time."
Miss Harlan glanced at tho Innocent-

ly grave face beside her, and touched
tho pony lightly with her whip.

"I call that downright brutal," she
announced, in a tone which implied
more mirth than indignation.

"Shall wo proclaim a truco?"
"Perhaps I think we'd better if"
Sho hesitated, and looked at him de-

fiantly.
"If what?"
"If you ask It."
"Well, suppose we both capitulate."
"With all the honors of war?"
"Certainly."
"Very well then." --

"Let's shake hands on It."
"Not now," she laughed; "the pony's

too lively, and besides, we've already
done It at least, you "

"Remember tho truco!"
"Forgive me I almost forgot it."
The cart swung past tho lodge gate

aB taey BP0'fe antl tne blue-ston- e scat- -

as, they flew up tho private roadway.
A few moments more and they were
In the cheery hall, standing before a
bla.lns fire,

Mrs. Parsons and her daughter had
not yet returned, the butler told them
as he busied hlmsolf with tho tea
things.

Kennard helped Miss Harlan remove
her coat, which sho hung over the back
of a chair, shaking her finger at It
and moving her lips In pantomimic
disapproval. Little beads of mist still
clung to her hair, sparkling like tiny
Jewels, and the damp atmosphero had
only berved to deopen tho healthy
glow of color In her cheeks. Kennard
thought of tho last time he had seen
her thus, a crumpled Jacket In her
hand and the white mist clinging to
her hair, but with no color in her face.
She glanced at him, nnd he knew tho
same scene was before her. For an In-

stant he feared she was about to speak
of It and thank him for something-J- ust

what, he did not know but tho
fow words Mr. Harlan had dropped
left an impression that for somo rea-
son she wanted to thank him. He had
dreaded this moment nnd prepared for
.It, but now it was at hand ho could
recall none of his plans for changing
tho conversation. For a fow moments
neither of them spoke; then she turned
to him.

"I shall always associate you," sho
began gravely, "I'm afraid I shall al-

ways associate you wltb spoiled Jack-
ets."

He smiled gratefully.
"Was it ruined?"
"Utterly!"
Tho exclamation wns comically

tragic.
"It was well you had presence of

mind enough to use It," ho observed
consolingly.

"That was merely tho animal In-

stinct of Perhaps
not even that, for as I recall It, you
had no coat "

"Oh, you wrong me. It was the fore-
man whom you saw In bis shirt-
sleeves,"

She nodded comprehendlngly.
"You don't want to talk about it?

Very well. 'Only please don't try to
compliment me for Involuntary ac-

tions, It makes me suspect that you
didn't mean Shall I play tho hostess
and pour tea?" she' asked suddenly,
as the butler placed the low table be-

tween them. Kennard stretched out
his hand for the cup she offered him,
nnd no he took It, looked nt her Inquir-
ingly. There was a warning light of
mischief In her oyes, and be withheld
bis question till the servant left the
room.

"That I didn't mean what?" ho
asked. t"What you said."

"When?"
"That day. Don't you remomber?"
"Not what I said."
"Dear me, that makes mo still more

skeptical."
Miss Harlan tossed back a lock of

hair from her fprekead with a slight
movement of her head.

"SJjeptlcsl as to what?" he per

sisted,
"As to whether you meant what you

said."
"Which was?"
"It Is hardly worth repeating, since

you don't recall it," she answered in
an offended tono. "But you did say,
whether you meant It or not, "Well,
you've got somo horso sensol' It was
not a polished phrase, perhaps, but,
oh It tasted so good!"

Her laughing eyes kindling with en-

thusiasm met his grown suddenly seri-
ous.

"And did I say nothing olsol" ho
asked.

"Nothing I care to remomber,"
"So bo It. Though I meant every

word thnan nnil nttipra. Tint, ilnn'l
let's talk about this any more. Is

.there to be n, large house party hero?"'
I "Yes, I think so. Quite a few ou-
tside"

Kennard pulled out his handkerchief
and waved It vigorously.

"R?spcct the Jlag," ho entreated ear-
nestly.

"I humbly apologize. Mistakes will
occur at first. We were speaking of
the other guests. Perhaps you know
Rnmi) nt Minm llnv nlll.nW nnA tstnn- -

'ford Lawrence, two college friends of
jGarrott Parsons, and Mr. Croyden, aro
,thc men."
j "Of course I know him. He's quite
recovered, then?"

"Quite, I bellove. The girls arc Miss
Thompson nnd Miss Garrett. Have
you met them?"

"No."
"There's no ono else, I think.-- Yes,

I forgot, there's a Mr. Mnddox."
"Not Dave Mnddox of California?"
"Yes, I think so."
"Is It possible? I haven't seen Dave

for years, although he's one of my
closest friends. What a smnll world
wc live In! Who would havo thought,
of meeting him hero? This is a party
of pleasant surprises."

Miss Harlan picked up the flrc-ton-

and drew her chair nearer tho
chimney.

"Snenklng of small worlds," she bo-ga- n

"No, thank you, I don't want any
help; did you ever know any ono who
did, when about to assault n wood fire?

Speaking of small worlds, I chanced
upon n friend of yours, very unexpect-
edly the other day a friend and a
great admirer."

"Tbcro are not many to answor tho
description, but I fear to guess. Who
wab It?"

"Mrs. Mullln."
"Pat Mullln's wife?"
"Yes."
"Where In the world did you come

across hor?"
"At tho Rlversldo olub. Sho and her

children came to a Christmas party
there at which I happened to bo assist-
ing."

"How did you discover she know
mo?"

"By accident. I remarked on the
freshness und roslncss of the children,
at which she told mo they lived In the
country, and said their father worked
in your factory. I said I knew you,
aud then well, I've heard panegyrics
before, but of all the"

"Mrs. Mullln has the virtues of the
good-hearte- d Irish, but also the ex-
travagance of the simple-minded- ."

"But, shure, an' her man Pat, sho
soz," mimicked Miss Harlan, "do wur- -,

shup th' very ground ye trlds on."
"Pat Is another good-naturo- d, faith-

ful, foolish old"
"But she further Informed me that

there wasn't a man in your employ
who didn't"

"Pleaso spare nw Mrs. Mullln's eu-
logy," ho protested.

"It was vory impressive, I assure
you so much so that I almost deter-
mined to write and ask you a favor."

Miss Harlan was working with tho
tongs nt a heavy log and did not look
up as sho spoke.

"Why did you change your mind?"
"I didn't think I did, I only post-

poned tho day."
"Till when?"
"Till you were In a particularly good

humor." '

"Am I not qualified now?"
Sho glanced at him quizzically for

a moment, abandoned the tongs, and
vigorously attacked the log with a
poker. Then, as the leaping flames
lit up her faco, she turned her head,
and studied him with a Judicial
scrutiny.

"N-o-o- ," she decided nt length. "I
don't think you are quite. But this
Is a great favor, and I think I'd rather
enrn it anyway. Don't ''you want
something very, very much?"

The question was asked almost
pleadingly, but with a little gesture of
mock impatience.

A dozen phrnRes rose to Kennard's
lips at the bidding of that picture in
the firelight. There was a challenge
in the mischievous, mocking, tempting
smllo which be longed to meet, but
when ho answered, It was to tho merry,
friendly, clear gray oyes ho spoke.

"Yes, I' think I enn suggest some-
thing. When wo first mot, you prom-
ised to make trial of mo as a disciple
In your school of philosophy, whose
sessions were held only In tho coun-
try. We're In tho country now. What
Is your charge for tuition? You seo
I have a good memory."

"For promises not voices."
Kennard hastily pulled out his hand-

kerchief nnd tied It on the shovel.
"I salute tho flag," sho laughed, "and

capitulate! Hero comes the bouse
party."

(To be Continued.

HIGHLAND COUNTY

STOCK FARM
Pure Bred and Registered Aberdeen

Angus Cattle ; Large English Berk-
shire and Chester White Swine;
Shropshire and Lincolnshire Sheep.

Young Stock of Best Breeding and In-
dividuality for Sale at All Times.

A number of Pine Angora Goats for
Sale in Lots to Suit Purchasers.

H. M. BROWN, fllllsboro, O.

HOLLISTER'S
Rocky Mountain Tea Nuggitt

A Buy Medicine for Buyt U.
Brian Ooldoa health sad Kaaajrai Via.

A apeclso for Constipation, IndlcMtloa, LiT

icxd. Bod Breath. g)ugslhBo rata, BMdeS
end Backache. Iri stocky Mounttain Tea la UB

lurin, an cesu a box. OMMlaa
mueraa Dsro Compact, Maauoo,

MLKN NUMf T8 PM SALLOW MWPLI

B. & O. S-- W.

BEST LINE AND SERVICE

FRENCH LICK
and'

WEST BADEN

SPRINGS
DIRECT CONNECTIONS VIA

MITCHELL,' IND.

excursi6n tickets
GOOD NINETY DAYS,

ON 5ALE DAILY.
Descriptive pamphlet of French

Lick and West Baden can be had bv
applying to any Ticket Agent, B. &
O. S-- or writing

o. p.,Mccarty.
General Passenger Agent,

v Cincinnati, Ohio.

DO YOU
Want to go On a

TOUR OF 9
EUROPE . I

THE....

Cincinnati
Commercial
Tribune

Will Take

WOMEN
TO EUROPE

They will go as guests of
The Commercial Tribune ab-
solutely

FREE
With all expenses paid.

Read the Sunday
Cincinnati Commer-
cial Tribune for par-
ticulars.

B. & 0. S-- W.

Historic And Picturesque Route

TO

NEW YORK
VIA

Washington, Baltimore

and PhiladelphiP.'

Stopover Privileges on all
First Class Ticket;

Elegant Vestibuled Trains3 3And all of them Daily

Coaches with High Back Seats
Pullman Drawing Boom Sleepers
Observation Sleeping Cars

Company's Own Dining Car Service

MoalH Served la Cnrte."
A delightful trip over the Allegheny

Mountains, through historic Har-
per's Perry and the Valley of the
Potomac.
For Rates, Time of Trains, Sleeping

Car Besevations, Etc., call on any
Ticket Agent or address

O. V. McCAItTY,
Gert'l. Pass. Agent, Cincinnati, O.

JULIUS C. KOCH
Wholesale and Retail Dealer In

I CB
And.Manufacturcr of

Mineral Watei
Office North High Street

Telephone 082,

All Orders Promptly filled.

If you cannot eat, sleep or. work,
feel mean, cross and ugly, take Hoi-lister- 's

Rocky Mountain Tea this
aontb. Atonic for the sick. There
Is no remedy equal to it. 36 cents,
Tea or Tablets. tKaufman)?' BAer. '

r i na fi n n (y

lu u

Off

For Two New Yearly
Subscriptions to The
News-Heral- d.

Or we will send the
Pen and The News-Heral- d

one year for
s

It is a solid 14-- K

gold pen, fancy carved
hard rubber holder,
water-tig- ht barrel.

Equal to a pen for

which dealers would
charge you $2.00 and
$2.50.

wv ra iiiiiiit'i

Don't fail -- to take
advantage of this offer,

It will be good for a
ahort time only.'

II Mil

Toilettes.
ThaortgintUnd practical Paihlon Journal
of America. Itaatylea ars racosnlicd aa
tnabestautberityondreumaklneialwaya
excluilye. tj.00 par year) alagle copies,
ssoanta.

Junior Toilettes. -

Tha on! y Faahlon Ma?atlne for the young-- jla Invaluable to dreeimakere, mother and
In the home. II 00 per year ; aingla coplea,
10 cent. Sample copies on application.

W want one-- rpria li every
tomiu' Of all book teller, or ddreea curectl y

TOftXSTTCS FASHION CO.
Tc4lsttMFsshlc4;

172 fifth mm, iKmmm,mvM
"f

Nntlee df Appointment.
Katate of E. V, Ortm dcceaaeU.

r.Duii.
,Dated tola lath day of' February, A. D. 1006.
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